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GIL MORRI CE. 


AN OLD SCOTTISH BALLAD: 


Gu. Honnice was an crle's for, 
His name it waxed wide; 

It was nae for his great riches, 
Nor yit his meikle pride, 

But for his dame, a lady gay 
Wha liv'd on Carron fide. 


« Whar fall I get a bonny boy 
That will win hoſe and ſhoen, 


© That will gae to lord Barnard's ha, 
© And bid his lady come ? 


Aud ye maum rin errand Willie, 
And ye maun rin wi ſpeidd; 

© Whan ither boys gang on their feet, 
© Ye ſall ba praneing ſteid.“ 


. 


©O no! oh no! my maſter deir! 
Idar na for my life; 

© no gae to the bauld baron's, 

Poor to trieſt forth bis wife.” 


My bird Wine, my boy Willie, 
My deir Willie,” he ſaid, 


For I ſall be pbej d. 
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gut, O my maſter deir? he cryd, 
In grenewode ye're your lane: 

Gi owr fic thochts } wald ye red, 
For fcir ye ſold be tane. 


< Haſte, haſte,” I fay, * gae to the ha, 
Bid her come here wi ſpeid; 
lf ye refuſe my hie command, 
© I'll gar your body bleid. 


* Gae bid her tak this gay mantel, 
Tiis a gowd bot the hem; 
© Bid her come to the gude wee 
; * Ein by herſel #lane : 


© And there it is, a filken fark, 
Her ain hand ſew'd the fleive; bo 
© And bid her come to Gil Morricez _ 
Speir nae bauld baran's lei ve.“ 1 


Ves, I will gae your black errand, 2.8 
* Thouch it be to your coſt; 

Sen ye will nae be warn'd by me, 
© In it ye falb find froſt. 


© The baron he's a man o micht, 
He neir could bide to taunt: 

* And ye will ſee before its nicht, 
0 Sma caufe ye hae to vaunt. 


And ſen I maun your ervagd rin, 
* Sac fair againſt my will, 

* I'ſe mak a vow, and keip it trow, ; 
It (all be done for ill.” EY 9 


41 


Whan he came to the broken brig. 
He bent his bow and ſwam ; 

And whan he came to graſs growing, 
Sat down his ſeet and ran. | 


And when he came to Barnard's yeat, 
Wold neither chap nor ca, 

But ſet his bent bow go his breiſt, 

And lichtly lap the wa. 

He wald na tell the man his errand 
Thoch he ſtude at the yeat; 

But ſtraight into the ha he cam, 
Whar they were ſet at meat. 


: «© Hail! hail! my gentle fire * dame! 
My meſſage winna wait, 

© Dame, ye maun to the grene wode gae, 
Aſore that it be late. 


© Ye're bidden tak this gay mantel, 
« Tis a gowd bot the hem: 


© Ye mayn haſte to the gude grenewode, 


© Ein by yourſel alage. . 


And there it is, a ſilken ſark, 
* Your ain haod ſcw'd the ſleive; 
* Ye maun gae ſpeik to Gil Morrice; 
0 speir nac bauld baron's leive.. 


-» 


The lady ſtamped wi her foot, 

And winked wi her eie; - 
But a that ſhe cold ſay or do, 
| ForhjGdea be wald nae be. 
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© It's ſurely to my bower- woman, 
© It neir cold be to me.” 


I brocht it to lord Barnard's lady, 
© | trow that ye be ſhee.” 


Then up and ſpake the wylic nurſe, 
(The bairn upon her knie,) | 
te ]f it be cum from Gil Morrice 
« It's deir welcym to me.” 


* Sac loud as I heir ye lie; 
] brocht it to lord Barnard's lady, 
I trow ye be nae ſhee. | 


T © Ye lie, ye lie, ye filthy nurſe, 


Then up and ſpake the bauld baron, 
| An angry man was he: | 
He has tane the table wi his foot, 
Sac has he wi his knie, 
Till cryſtal cup and ezar diſh 
In Rinders he gard flie. 


1 « Gae bring a robe of your eliding, 
« Wia the haſte ye can, eh 4 

% And I'll gae to the gude grenewode, 
« And ſpeak wi your leman,” “ 


© © bide at hame, now lord Barnard! - 
ward ye bide at hame; 

Neir wyte a man for violence, 
* Wha neir wyte ye wi nane.“ 


Gil Morrice ſat in the grenewode, 
He whiſtled and he ſang: 

* O what meins a the folk coming? 
My mother tarries lang.” 
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The baron to the grenewode eam, 
Wi meikle dule and care; 

And here he firſt ſpyd Gil Morties. 
Kaming his yellow hair. 


6 Nae wonder, nae wonder, Gil Morrice, 
My lady loes:thee weil: 

The faireſt part of my body 
Is blacker than thy heil. 


* Yet neir the leſs now, Gil Morrice, F 
For a thy great bewtie, "3.0 

* Ye'ſe re the day ye eir was born; am 
* That head fall gac wi me.“ 


Now he has drawa his truſty brand, 
And flaided owr the ſtrat; 

And throuch Gil Morrice fair body 
He gar'd the cauid iron gae. 


And he as tane Gil Morrice heid, 
And ſet it on a ſpeir / 


The mei neſt man in a his train, 
Hos me that heid to beir. 


424 be io tane Gil Morrice up, 
Laid him acroſs his ſteid; 
Aud brocht him to his painted bower 
And laid him on a bd. | 


The 127 on the callle wa | 
Bebeld baith dale and down ; 

And there ſhe ſaw Gil Moerice . ö 

Cum trailing to the toun. 
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Better I loe that bluidy heid, 
Bot and that yellow hair, 

© Than lord Barnard and a his lands 
As they lig here and there.“ 


Py has tane Gil Morrice beid, 
And kiſs'd baith cheik and chin; 
© F was ances fow of Gil Morrice 
As the hip is o the lane. 


© I gat ye in my father's houſe 
Wi meikle fin and ſhame; 

© F brocht ye up in the grenewode 
* Ken'd to myſel alane: 


Aft have F by thy cradle fitten, 
© And fondly ſein thee fleip; 

But now I maun gae bout thy grave 
A mother's teirs to weip. 


Again ſhe kiſs'd his _— cheik, 
Again bis bluidy chin; 


O better 1 looed my ſon Movrice, RE 


* Than a my kyth and kin!“ 


© Awa, awa, ye ill woman, | 
An ill dethe may ye die! 
© Gin 1 had ken'd he was your ſon 
* He had neir been ſlayue by me.“ 


© Obraid me not, my lord Barnard ! 

* Obraid me not for ſhame! 
Wi that ſam fpeir, O perce'my heart, 
© And fave me frac = _ 
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© Since nacthing but Gil Morricè heid 
* Thy jealous rage cold quell, 


Let that ſame band now tak her ita, | 


© That neir to thee did ill. 


To me ee nor nichts 
Wil cir be ſaſt or kind: 

* Fil fill the air wi heavy ſichs, 
And greit till I be blind.? 


Eneuch of bluid by me's been ſpilt, 
Seek not your dethe frac me; 

i'd rather ſar it had been myſel, 
Than either him or thee, 


Wi hopeleſs wae I hear your urg ; 


« Sair, ſair, F rue the deid.— 
Ther cir this eurſed hand of mine 
Sold gar his body bleid! 
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© Dry up, your teirs, my winſome dame 


© They neir can heal the wound; 
Ve ſee his betd upon the ſpeir, 


His heart's bluid dyed the ground. 


j curſe the hand that did the deid, 
The heart'that-thocht the ill, 
The feet that bare me wi'lic lgeid,' 
F bee comely youth to kill. 


N aye lament ſor Gil Morrice 
As gin he war my ain; 

1 neir forget the dreiry day 

* On which the youth was ſlayne.“ 
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